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Killer Queen 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by numerous examples of Joe Elliott being a total fanboy of Queen, and Brian May in particular, and 


by their long-time friendship. 


-On a random night in MBZ- 


Lost in thought about the conversations he'd had at dinner with a bunch of friends, Brian May walked down 
the hotel corridor, unlocked the door and entered his suite. When he realized that light was shining out of the 
doorframe of the bedroom, his first reaction was to scold himself for having forgotten to turn off the 
bedside lamp when he'd left a few hours ago, but a rustling sound put him on alert. Was somebody in here? 


A thief wouldn't have switched on a light, but it wouldn't be the first time a girl had smuggled herself into his 


hotel room. Curiosity won over caution, and he slowly approached the bedroom and peeked around the corner. 


"Joel What in God's name..?" He choked on his words when he became fully aware of what he saw. 


Joe Elliott, the young singer from this promising new band Def Leppard, was sprawled out on his bed, 
completely naked. 


The initially alluring expression in the young man's eyes slowly gave way to a "deer-in-headlights" state of 
shock, but other than that he remained motionless, while his cheeks blushed deep red. Apparently he had 
expected a different kind of reaction. 

"What are you.. why.. would you please cover yourself??" Brian stuttered and turned away, noticing from the 
corner of his eye how long naked limbs suddenly started wriggling around when Joe hurried to pull the 
bedsheet over the lower half of his body. 


"Can you please explain what's going on here?" Brian asked as he looked at Joe in a state of utter stupefaction 


His eyes darted to an almost half emptied bottle of vodka on the right stand, then back to the distressed 


young man whose initial intentions were actually not that difficult to guess. 


"I'm sorry, Brian, | just thought... | hope | didn't scare you. | wanted to surprise you." Joe finally managed to 


stutter. 
"Well, that worked out fine, indeed! But.. why the hell are you naked? In my bed" 
"Uhm.." Joe shrugged his shoulders sheepishly. 


"Where you expecting.. Good heavens, boy!" Brian rolled his eyes and leaned against the doorframe. "Did you 


assume that | want something from you?" 

Joe opened and closed his mouth a couple of times before he managed to form a sentence. 

"You know, when we were talking the other night.. you were so nice to me and | thought.. And then you put 
your arm around me.." Words failed the usually talkative singer. He pulled his knees up and wrapped his arms 
around them. 

This little piece of misery in his bed was so completely the opposite of the self-confident, boasting Sheffield 
boy he'd gotten to know a few months ago that Brian couldn't help but have pity on him. He walked around the 
bed and sat down on the side of it. 

"| was just being friendly, Joe! Listen, | know a lot of people assume that just because Freddie is homosexual, 
the rest of the band must be, too. But that's not the case. And | must admit I'm a little taken aback that 
you're interested in the same sex." 


"Well, not exclusively." Joe admitted coyly and shrugged his shoulders. 


"| see.." Brian replied and nodded with an ambiguous smirk. 


"God, this is the biggest mistake I've ever made! How could | have been so incredibly stupid?" Joe sighed and 
bowed his head, ruffling his freshly straightened and bleached bangs. 


Brian picked up the bottle of vodka from the bedside table and held it up to see how much - or little - was 
left in it. 


"| think this might have contributed to it," the older man stated with a good-natured smile. 


Surprisingly timid green eyes full of remorse begged for forgiveness when Joe took a deep breath and made an 


attempt at an explanation of his own. 
"Along with a little bit of wishful thinking on my side, | guess. You know, I've had a crush on you since | was I5 
years old, and when we met it was the biggest thing that's ever happened to me in my entire lifel And now | 


fucked it all up and you'll probably hate my guts forever..' 


Brian patted Joe's shoulder in a reassuring manner. "| won't, why should I? I've grown so fond of your band and 


of you as an individual. Sometimes it feels like I've found the little brother | never had, in you." 

"Seriously?" Joe's eyes lit up and blush crept up his face again. 

"Yeah, absolutely. I'm so proud of you and what you've accomplished with the band, and I'm sure that it is just 
the beginning of something really spectacular. I'm definitely not going to have any bad feelings towards you 
because of this.. little misunderstanding In a way, it's actually quite flattering for me, isn't it? You didn't do 
anything wrong. Well, maybe except for breaking into my hotel room, but we're not going to tell anybody about 
that, are we?" 

Joe looked genuinely relieved that Brian's reaction to this cringe-worthy situation had been so mild. 


"Oh, Brian, you're by far the kindest person on earth!" 


"I'm sure that there are a lot of wonderful people out there who are interested in what you have to offer, 


Joe. Which is quite a lof, | might add." Brian winked and Joe pulled the sheet up a little higher. 

"Like | said. | really, really like you as a person. And although | still can't grasp what you just did, | don't think 
this little episode will change anything about it. I'm absolutely sure we're going to be good friends for many 
more years to come." 


After these words, Brian stood up from the bed and gave Joe a playful shove. 


"Now please get out of my room and favour somebody else with.. that" 


